biscuits to the core. That was all. The meal was over. Every-
body scraped their chaks back; the swing-doors swung
violently to and fro ; soon the hall was emptied of every
sign of food and made ready no doubt for breakfast nest
morning.

VIRGINIA WOOLF
(from A Room of One's Oven}

A VEGETARIAN PICNIC

Dispatch, and to the myrtle grove convey

Whatever with the natural palate suits

The dairy's store, with salads, roots, and fruits ;

I mean to play the epicure to-day.

Let nought be wanting to complete

Our bloodless treat:
But bloodless let it be, for I've decreed
The grape alone for this repast shall bleed.
Sit, worthy friends. But e'er we feed,
Let Love b'expelled the company:
Let no man's mirth here interrupted be
With thought of any scornful little She!
Fall to, my friends ! Trust me, the cheer is good I
All! (if our bliss we understood)
How should we bless th'indulgent Fates,
Indulgent Fates that with content have stored

Our rural board,

A rarity never found among the cates
Of most voluptuous potentates.

NAHUM TATE
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